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Mystery of the Man With the TWiSted e

Ysa Whitney, brother of the late Ellas
SWhitney, D, D., principal of the Theologi-
cal College of St. George's, was much ad-
dleted to oplum. The habit grew upon him,
as I understand, from some foolish freak
when he was at college; for having read De
Quincey's description of his dreams and
gensations, he had drenched his tobacco
with laudanum In an attempt to produce the
same effects. He found, as so many more
have done, that the practice is easier to at-
taln than to get rid of, and for many years
he continued to be a slave to the drug, an
otject of mingled horror and pity to his
friends and relatlves. 1 can see him now,
with yellow, pasty face, drooping lids and

pin-point puplls, all huddled in a chalr, the
wreck and ruln of a noble man.

One night—It was In June, 'S0—there came
o ring to my bell, about the hour when a
man glves his first yawn and glances at the

lock. I sat up In my chalr, and my wife

laid her needle-work down in her lap and
made a little face of disappointment,

“A patient!™ sald she. “You'll have to go
gut.’

I groaned, for I was newly come back
from a weary day.

We heard the door open, a few hurrled
words and then guick steps upon the lino-
leum. Our own door flew open and a lady,
clad In =ome’ dark-colored stuff, with a
black wvell, entered the room.

“You wlll excuse my calling so late,”
ghe began, and then suddenly losing her
gelf-control she ran forward, threw her
arms about my wife's neck, and sobbed
upon her shoulder. "“Oh, I'm 4n such
;nguble.‘" she cried; "I do so want a little
ielp.”

“Why," sald my wife, pulling up her veil,
“It 1s Kate Whitney. How you startled me,
Kate! 1 had not an !dea who you were
when you came in."”

“l1 didn't know what to do, s0o I came
stralght te you.” That was always the
way. Folk who were In grlef came to my
wife like birds to a lght-house,

"It was very sweet of you to come. Now,
vou must have some wine and water, and
sit here comfortably and tell us all about
it, Or should you rather that I sent
James off to bed?"

“Oh, no, no! I want the doclor's advice,
and help, too. 1It's about Isa. He has not
been home for two days. I am so fright-
ened about him!™

It was net the first time that she had
spoken to us of her husband's trouble, to
me a8 a doctor, to my wife as an old
friend and school companion. We soothed
and comforted her by such words as we
could find. DId she know where her hus-
band was? Was it possible that we could
bring him back to her?

It seemed that it was. She had the surest
information that of late he had, when the
fit was on him, made use of an oplum den
in the farthest east of the city. Hitherto
his orgles had always been confined to one
day, and he had come back twitching and
shattered, in the evening. But now the
spell had been upon him eight-and-foriy
hours, and he lay there, doubtless among
the dregs of the docks, breathing In the
polson or sleeping off the effects. There
he was to be found, she was sure of It,
at the “Bar of Gold,"” in Upper Bwandam
lane. But what was she to do? How could
she, a young and timld woman, make her
way into such a place, and pluck her hus-
band out from among the ruflans who sur-
rounded him?

There was the case, and of course there
was but one way out of it Might I not
escort her to this place? And then, as a
second thought, why should she come at
all? I was Isa Whitney's medical adviser,
and as such I had Influence over him. I
could manage it better if I were alone. 1
promised her on my word that I would
send him home in a cab within two hours.
if he were indeed at the address which she
had glven me. And so in ten minutes I
had left my arm-chair and cheery sitting-
room behind me, and was speeding east-
ward in a hansom on a strange errand, as
it seemed to me at the time, though the
future only could show how strange it was
+0 Le

But there was no great difficulty in the
first stage of my adventurs. Upper Swan-
dam lane Is a vile alley lurking behind the
nigh wharves which Iine the north side of
the river to the east of London bridge. Be-
twesn a slop shop and a gin shop. approach-
ed by a steep fiilght of steps leading down
to a black gap like the mouth of a cave, I
found the dea of which I was In search.
Ordering my cab to wait, I passed down
the steps, worn hollow In the center by the
ceaseless tread of drunken feet, and by the
light of a flickering oil lamp above the
door I found the lateh, and made my way
into a long, low room, thick and heavy
with the brown opium smoke, and terraced
with wooden berths, like the forecastle of
an emligrant ship.

Through the gloom one could dimly catch
a glimpse of bodles lying In strange fan-
tastle poses, bowed shoulders, bent knees,
heads thrown back and chins pointing up-
ward, with here and there a dark, lack-
luster eve turned upon the newcomer. Out
of the black shadows there glimmered I!t-

tle red cireles of light, now bright, now
faint, as the burning poison waxed or
waned in the bowls of the metal pipes.

The most lay silent, but some muttered to
themselves, and others talked together in
ange, low, monotonous volce, thelr
wrsation coming In gushes, and then
au nly tailing off into silence, each mum-
ling out his own thoughts, and paying lit-
wed to the words of his neighbor. At
end was a small brazler of
harcoal, beside which on a three-
stool there sat a tall, thin
his jaw resting upon his
Is elbows upon hls knees,
» fire.
1 sallow Malay

man,
two fists, and
ring int

I entered,

attendant

h wrried up with a plpe for me and a
=1 r of the drug, beckoning me to an
e v berth.

iank you. I have not come to stay,”

ga'd 1 ““There is a frlend of mine here,
Mr. Isa Whitney, and I wish to speak with
him.

There was a movement and an exclama-
tion from my right, and, peering through
the gloom, I saw Whitney, pale, haggard
and unkempt, staring out at me.

“My God! It's Watson,” sald he. He was
in a pitiable state of reaction, with every
nerve In a twitter “1 say, Watson, what
'« k is 1t

“Nearly 11."

“Qf what day?’

“0Of Friday, Jurde 19.”

“Good heavens! I thought it was Wed-
nesday. What d'you want to frighten a
chap for?" He sank his face onto his arms
and began to sob in a high treble key.

I tell you it is Friday, man. Your wife
has been walting this two days for you.
You should be ashamed of yoursalf!”

“So 1 am. But you've got mixed, Watson,
for I have only been here a few hours,
three pipes, four pipes—I forget how many.

B I'll go home with you. I wouldn't
frighten Kate—poor llttle Kate. Give me
your hand. Have a cab?'

“Yea, I have one walting."

“Then I shall go In {t. But I must owe
something, Find what I owe, Watson. I
all oft color. I can do nothing for my-
self."”

1 walked down the narrow passage be-
tween the double row of sleepera, holding
my breath to keep out the vile, stupefying
fumes of the drug, and looking about for
the manager. As I passed the tall man
who sat by the brazier I felt a suuaen
pluck at my skirt, and a low volee whis-
pered: "Walk past me, and then look back
at me.” The words fell quite distinetly
upon my ear. I glanced down. They could
only have come from the old man at my
side, and yet he sat now as absorbed as
ever, very thin, very wrinkled, ben. with
age, an oplum pipe dangling down from
between his knees, as though it had
dropped In sheer lassitude from hls fingers,
I took two steps forward and looked back.
It took all my self-control to prevent me
from breaking out into a ery of aston-
ishment. He had turned his back so that
none could see him but I. His form had
filled out, his wrinkles were gone, the dull
eves had regalned thelr fire, and there, sit-
ting by the fire and grinning at my surprise,
was none other than Sherlock Holmes. He
made a slight metion fo me to approach
him, and Instantly, as he turned his face
balf around to the company onee more, sub-
sided Into a doddering, looge-lipped senility.

“Holmes!" 1 ;wi;mm on earth
@re you dolng ent 3 bt = :

T through the darkness.
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have excellent-ears. If you would have the
great Kindness to get rid of that sottish
friend of yours I should be exceedingly glad
to have a Ifttle talk with you.”

*T have a cab outside.”

““Ther: pray send hlm home In it. You may
safely trust him, for he appears to ve t.o
limp to get into any mischief. 1 should rec-
ommend you also to send a note by the enb-
man o your wife to say that vou have
thrown in your lot with me. If you will
wtalt outside I shall be with you in five min-
utes.”

It was difficult to refuse any of Sherlock
Holmes' requests, for they were alwavs so
exceedingly definite and put forward with
such = gulet alr of mastery. I felt, how-
ever, that when Whitney was once confined
In the cab my mission was practically ac-
complished, and for the rest, I could mot
wish anything better than to be assoclited
with my friend in one of those singular ad-
ventures which were the normal eondition
of his existence. In a few minutes [ had
written my note, paid Whitney's bill, led
him out to the ceb and seen him driven
In a very short time
a decrepit figure had emerged from the
oplum den, and I was walking down rthe
street with Sherlock Holmes. For two
streets he shuffied alonk with a bent buck
and an uncertain foot. Then, glancing
quickly around, he straightened himself out
nl}d burst Into a hearty fit of laughter,

‘I suppose, Watson,” said he, “that vou
imagine that I have added opium smoking
ty cocaine injections, and all the other little
weaknesses on which you have favored me
with your medical views."

"I was certalnly surprised to find you
there."”

::But not more so than 1 to find you."

I came to find a friend.”

“And I to find an enemy."”

“An enemy 7"’

‘"Yes; one of my nztural enemies, or, shall
I say, my natural prey. Briefly, Wataom, 1
am in the midst of a very remarkable in-
quiry, and have hoped to find a clue in the
Inecoherent ramblings of these sots, as I
have done before now. Had I been recog-
nized in that den my life would not hive
been worth an hour's purchase; for I have
used it before now, for my own purposes,
and the raseally Lascar who runs it has
sEworn to have vengeance upon me. There
is a trap door at the back of that building
near the corner of Paul's wharf which
could tell some strange tales of what has

passed through it upon the moonless
nights.”
“What! You do not mean bodles?”

“Aye, bodies, Watson. We should be rich
men if we had £1,0 for every poor devil
who has been done to death in that den. It
is the vilest murder trap on the whole river-
side, and I fear that Neville St. Clair has
entered It never to leave it more. But our
trap should be here,” He put his two fore-
fingers bdetween his teeth and whistled
shrilly—a slgnal which w#s answered by a
similar whistle from the distance, followed
shortly by the rattle of wheels and the clink
of horses’ hoofs.

“Now, Watson,” sald Holmes, as a tall
dog cart dashed up through the gloorn,
throwing out two golden tunnels of yellow
light from {ts side lanterns, “you'll come.
with me, won't you?"

“If I can be of use.”

“Oh, a trusty comrade is always of use;
and a chronicler =till more so. My room
at ‘The Cedars’ is a double-bedded one.”

*“‘The Cedars?

“Yes; that is Mr. 8t. Clair's house. I am
staying there while I conduct the inguiry.”

“Where is it, then?"

‘““Near Lee, In Kent.
mile drive before us.”

“But I am all In the dark.”

“Of course you are. You'll know all about
it presently. Jump up here. All right,
John: we shall not need you. Here's half
a erown. Look out for me tomorrow, about
11. Give her her head. Bo long, then!”

He flicked the horse with his whip, and
we dashed away through the endless suc-
cession of somber and deserted streets,
which widened gradually, until we were fiy-
ing across a broad balustraded bridge, with
the murky river flowing sluggishly beneath
us. Beyond lay another dull wilderness of
bricks and ‘mortar, its silence broken only
by the heavy, regular footfall of the police-
man, or the songs and shouts of some
belated party of revelers. A dull wrack
was drifilng slowly across the sky, and a
star or two twinkled dimly here and there
through the rifts of the clouds. Holmes
drove in sllence, with his head sunk upon
his breast, and the air of a man who Is lost
in thought, while I sat beside him, curlous
to learn what his new quest might be
which seemed to tax his powers so sorely,
and yet afrald to break in upon the current
of his thoughts. We had driven several
miles, and were beginning to get to the
fringe of the belt of suburban wviilas, when
he shook himself, shrugged his shoulders,
and lit up his plpe with the alr of a man
who has satizsfied himself that he is acting
for the best.

“You have a grand gift of silence, Wat-
son,” sald he. *It makes you quite n-
valuable as a companion. 'Pon my word,
It Is a great thing for me to have some
one to talk to, for my own thoughts are not
over pleasant. 1 was wondering what 1
should say to this dear lttle woman to-
night when she meets me at the door,”
“You forget that I know nothing about

We have a seven-

“1 shall just have time to tell you the
facts of the cuse before we get to Lee,
It seems absurdly silmple, and yet, some-
how, I can get nothing to go upon. There's
plenty of thread, no doubt, but I can't get
the end of it Into my hand. Now, I'll state
the case clearly and concisely to you, Wat-
gon, and maybé you can gee a spark where
all 1s dark to me.”

“Proceed, thea.”

‘*Some years ago—io be definite, In May,
1884—there came to Lee a gentleman, Ne-
ville Bt. Clair by name, who appeared to
have plenty ol money. He took a iarge
villa, lald out the grounds very nlcely, and
lived generally In good slyle. By degrees
he made friends in the neighborhood, and
in 18587 he married the daughter of a local
brewer, by whom he now has twe children.
He had no occupation, but was Interested
in several companies, and went into town
as a rule In the morning, returning by the
0U:14 from Cannon street every night. Mr,
8t. Clair is now thirty-seven years of age,
is a man of tesnpérate habits, a guod hus-
band, a very aflectionate father, and a man
who is popular with all who know him. I
may add that his whole debts at the pres-
ent moment, as far as we have been able
to ascertain, amount to £88 10s, while he
has £22¢ standing to his credit in the Cap-
ftal and Counties Bank. There is no reason,
therefore, to think that money troubles have
been welghing upon his mind.

“Last Monday Mr. Neville St. Clalr went
Into town ruther earlier than usual, re-
marking before he started that he had
two important commissions to perform,
and that he would bring his little boy
home a box of bricks. Now, by the mer-
#st chance, his wife recelved a telegram
upon tnis same Monday, very Bhortly
after his departure, to the effect that a
small parcel of considerable value which

she had been expecting was waliting for.

her at the offices of the Aberdeen Ship-
ping Company. Now, If you are well up
in your London you will know that the
offices of the company ia in Fre=no street,
which branches out of Upper Swandam
lane, where you found me tonight. Mrs.
8t. Clair had her lunch, staried for the
elty, éld some shopping, proceeded to the
company's office, got her packet and
found herself at exactly 4:35 walking
through Swandam lane on her way back
to the station. Have you followed me
so far?”

“It is very clear.”

“If you remember, Monday was an ex-
ceedingly hot day, and Mrs. St. Clalr
walked slowly, glancing about in the
hope of seeing a cab, as she did not like
the nelghborhood in which she found
herself. While she was walking In this
way down Swndam lane she suddenly heard
an ejaculation or cry and was struck cold to
see her husband ‘looking down at her, and,
as it seemed to her, beckoning to her from
a second-story window. The window was
open and she distinctly saw his face, which
she describes as belng terribly agitated. He
waved his hands frantleally to her and
then vanished from the window so suddenly
that it seemed to her that he had been

One singular point which
struck her quick feminine eye was that, al-
.though he wore some dark coat, such as he

had started to town in, he had
‘him, she

[T

den in which you found me tonight—and, o

running thirough the front room, she at-
tempted to ascend the stairs which led to
the first floor. At the foot of the stairs,

however, she met this Lascar scoundrel of

whom I have spoken, who thrust her back,
and, alded by a Dane, who acts as assist-
ant there, pushed her out into the stre:t.
Fllled with the most maddening doulits
nnd fears, she rushed down the lane, and,
by rare-good fortune, miet, In Fresno strest,
a number of constables with an inspector,
all on their way to thelr beat. The inspec-
tor and two men acecompanied ber back,
and, in spite of the continued resistance of
the propri¢tor, they made théir way to the
room in which Mr. St. Clair had last been
seen. There was no sign of him there. In
fact, In the whole of that floor thera was
no one to be found save a: crippled wretch
of hideous aspect, who, it seems, made hls
home there. Both he and the Lascar stout-
ly swore that no one else had been in the
front room during the afternoon. So de-
termined was their denial that the inspec-
tor was staggered, and had almost come to
belleve that Mrs, 8t. Clair had been delud-
ed, when, with a ery, she sprang &t a small
deal box which lay uppn the table and tore
the lid from it. Out there fell a cascade of
children’'s bricks. It was the toy which he
had promised to bring home.

“This discovery, and the evident confu-
sion which the cripple showed, made the

T know that all is well with him.
us that I should knew

w}%
&

you would guess.
pocket stuffed with pen
nnies—421 pennies and 270 half-pen:
It was no wonder that it had not
| be swept away by the tide. But_;ln;

Ha
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¥ Is a different matter.

2 eddy between the wharf and the
house. It seemed likely encugh that the
welghted coat had remalned whén the
stripped body had been sucked away into
the river.”

“But [ understand that all the other

“No, sir; but the facts might be met
speciously eénough. Suppose that this man
Boone had thrustNeville St. Clair through
the window, there is no human eye which

He would seime the
| cont, then, and be in the act of throwing
ft out, when it would occur to him that it
would swim and not sink. He has little
time, for he has heard the scuffle down*
stairs when the wife tried to force her way
up, andgperhaps he has already heard from
his Lascar confederate that the police are
hurrying up the street. There is not an in-
stant to be lost. He rushes to some secret
horde, where he has accumulated the fruits
of his beggary, and he stuffs al the coins
upon which he can lay his hands into the
pockets to make sure of the coat's sinking.
He throws it out, and would have done ths
same with the other garments had not he
heard the rush of steps below, and only
just had tlme to close the window when
the police appeared.™

“It certalnly sounds feasible.

There is so keen a sympathy between
if evil came up on him.”

Inspector realize that the matter was seri-
ous. The rooms were carefully examined
and results all pointed to an abominable
crimme. The front room was plainly fur-
nished as a sitting room and led into a
small bed room, which looked out upon the
back of one of the wharves. Between the
wharf and the bed room window is a nar-
row strip, whieh is dry at low tide, but is
covered at high tide with at least four and
a half feet of water. The bed room win-
dow was a broad cne. and opened from be-
low. On examination traces of Llood were
to be seen upon the window sill and sev-
eral scattered drops were visible upon the
wooden floor of the bed rvom. Thrust
away behind a curtaln In the front room
were all the clothes of Mr. Neville 8t. Clair,
with the exception of his coat. His boots,
his socks, his hat and his watch—all were
there. There were no signs of violence upon
any of these garments, and there were no
other traces of Mr. Neville St. Clalr. Out
of the window he must appsarently have
gone, for no other exit could be discovered,
and the ominous bloodstains upon the sill
gave little promise that he could save him-
self by swimming, for the tide was at its
very highest at the moment of the tragedy.

“And now as to the villians who seemed
to be immegdiately Implicated in the matter.
The Lascat was known to be a man of the
vilest antecedents, but as, by Mrs. St
Clair's story, he was known to have been
at the foot of the stalrs within a very few
seconds of her husband's appearance at
the window, he could hardly have been
more than an accessory to the erime. His
defense was one of absolute Ignorance, and
he protested that he had no knowledge as
to the doings of Hugh Boone, h's Indger,
and that he could not account in any way
for the presence of the missing gentle-
man’'s clothes.

“80 much for the Lasear manager. Now
for the sinister cripple who lives upon the
second floor of the opium den and who was
certainly the last human being whose eyes
rested upon Neville St. Clair. Hls name is
Hugh Boone and his hideous face is one
which Is famillar to every man who goes
mueh to the city., He Is a professlongk
beggar, though In order to avold the police
regilations he pretends to a4 small trade In
wax vestas. Some lttle distance down
Threadneedie street, upon the left-hand
slde, there is, 2as you may have remarked,
a small angle in the wall. Here it is that
this creature takes his daily seat, cross-
legged, with his tiny stoek of matches on
his lap, and as he is a plteous spectacle a
small rain of charity descends into the
greasy leather eap which lies upon the
pavement beside him. T have watched the
fellow more than once, before ever I
thought of making hils professional ac-
quaintance, and T have been surprised at
the harvest which he has reaped in a short
time. THis appearance, you seé, Is so re-
markable that no one can pass hlm without
observing him. A shoek of orange halr,
a pale face dilsfigured by a horrible scar,
which, by its contraction, has turned up
the outer edges of his upper lip, a bulldo
chin and a pair of very penetrating dar
eves, which present a singular contrast to
the color of his hair, all mark him out
from amid the common crowd of mendl!-
cants, and so, too, does his wit, for he is
ever ready with a reply to any piece of
chaff which may be thrown at him by the
passers-by. Thls is the man whom we
now learn to have been the lodger at the
opium den and to have been the last man
to see the gentleman of whom we are in
quest.”

“But a cripple!” said I. ““What could he
have done single-handed agalnst a man in
the prime of life?"

“He Is a cripple in the sense that he
walks with a limp; but In other respects he
appears to be a powerful and well-nyrtured
man. BSBurely your medical experience
would tell you, Watson, that weakness in
one limb is often compensated for by ex-
ceptional strength in the others.”

“Pray continue your narrative.”

“*Mrs, St. Clair had fainted at the sight
of the blood upon fhe window and she was
escorted home in a cab by the police, as
her presence could be of no help to them
in thelr investigations. Inspector Barton,
who had charge of the case, made a very
careful examination of the premises, but
without finding anything which threw any
light upon the matter. One mistake had
been made in not arresting Boone Instant-
ly, as he was allowed some few minutes
during which he might have communicated
with his friend the Lascar, but this fault
was soon remedied and he was seized and
searched, without anything being found
which could iner‘ljm inate him. Th?:;: ‘uﬂi
it is true, some upon rlfh_
shirt sleeve, but he pointed to his ruE
s, g ﬁ:ﬁ?ﬁfx h b&mg mr
and ex at the came from
there, Eddlu that he had been to the win-
dow not long before and that the stains

had 1 observed thére came
doubtless from the same source. He de-
nied strenuously having
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“Well, we will take it as a working hy-
pothesis for want of a better. Boone, as
I have teld you, was arrested and taken
to the station, but it could not be shown
that there had ever before been anything
against him. He had for years been known
as a professional beggar, but his life ap-
peared to have been a very qulet and In-
nocent one. There the matter stands at
present, and the guestions which have to
be solved—what Neville 8t. Clair was dolng
in the opium den, what happened to him
when there, where is he now, and what
Hugh Boone had to do with his disappear-
ance—are all as far from a solution as ever.
I confess that I eannot recall any case with-
In my experience which looked at the first
glance so simple, and yvet which presented
such difflculties.’”

While Sherlock Holmes had been detall-
ing this singular seriés of events, we had
been whirling through the outskirts of the
great town until the last straggiing houses
had been left behind, and we rattled along
with a country hedge upon elther side of
us. Just as he finished, however, we drove
through two scattered villages, where a few
lights still glimmered in the windows.

“We are on the outskirts of ILee," said
my companion. ““We have touched on three
English counties In our short (rive, start-
ing In Mlddlesex, passing over an angle of
Surrey, and ending in Kent. Sea that light
among the trees? That Is ‘The Cedars.’
and beside that lamp sits a woman whose
anxious ears have already, I have little
doubt, caught the ¢link of our horse's feet.”

“But why are you not conducting the
case from Baker street?’ 1 asked.

“Because there are many inquirles which
must be made out here. Mrs. 8Si, Clair has
most kindly put two rooms at my disposal,
and you may rest assured that she wlil
have nothing but a welcome for my friend
and colleague. I hate to meet her, Watson,
when I have no news of her husband. Here
we are. Whoa, there, whoa!"

We had pulled up in front of a large
villa which stood within its own grounds.
A stable boy had run out to the horse's
head, and, springing down, 1 followed
Holmes up the small, winding gravel drive
which led to the house. As we approached;
the door flew open, and a lttle blonde
woman stond in the opening, clad in some
sort of light mousseline de sofe, with a
touch of fluffy pink chiffon at her neck and
wrists. She stood with hen figure outlined
against the flood of light, one hand upon the
door, one half ralsed In her eagerness, her
body slightly bent, her head and face pro-
truded. with eager eyes and parted lips, a
standin uestion.

"E\\'ellg?‘yshe eried, “well?” And then, see-
ing that there were two of us, she gave a
ery of hope which sank into a groan as she
saw that my companion shook his head
and shrugged his shoulders.

“No good news?”

“None."

*No bad?”

“No." s |

s7Thank God for that. But come in. You
must be weary, for you have had a long
dﬂ‘?'i'hia is my friend, Dr. Watson. He has
been of most vital use to me In several of
my cases, and a lucky chance has made It
possible for me te bring him out _a.nd ass0-
clate him with this Investigation.”

“1" am delighted to see you,” sald she,
pressing my hand warmly. “You will, I
am sure, forgive anything that may be
wanting In our arrangements when you con-
sider the blow which has come so suddenly

us""

mﬁ)l:!‘y dear madam,” said I, “T am an old
campaigner, and if 1 were not I can very
well see that no apology is needed. If I
can be of any assistance, elther to you or
to my friend ..cre, I shall be indeed hdppy.”

“Now, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” = the
lady, as we entered a well-lit dining room,
upon the table of which a cold supper had
been laid out. *I should very much like to
ask vyou one or two plain questions, to
which I beg that you will give a plain an-
swer."”

“Certainly, madam."

“Do not trouble about my feelings. I am
not hysterical; not given to fainting. .I
simply wish to hear your real, real opinion.”

“Upon what point?”

“In your heart of hearts do you think

Neville is alive?”
Sherlock Holmes seemed to be embar-
rassed by the question. “Frankly, now!”

he repeated standing upon the rug and
l'o:k!nspa:senr down at R?m as he leaned
i rapily. then, madam, 1 do fiot.”
“Yon think that he is dead?”
*I do."” :
“Mu ! ik

rdered 3 £

. don't say that. Perhaps.
“And on what day did
death?”’ - :

he

| s snatchea

left my chair, and was
" der. The

tt out upon the

it b

over his shoulder. was a
Gravesend post mark, and with da

that very day, or rather of the
for It was considerably after nﬂnzht.
“Coarse . writing,” murmured olmes.
“Burely this is net your husband's writing,
madam." - it :
"fﬂ. but the melot;m‘? A o
“[ percelve also whoever
wam had to go and ﬁqu!n\m' the
“How can you tell that® |

s

Ink, which has dried itself. The rest is of
the grayish color, which shows that
has been used. If it had been written

stralght off, and then bllotted, none would
be of a deep black shads. This man has
written the name, and there 'has thén been'
| & pause before he wrote the address, which |
mirtlh‘gii.ﬂyn'ﬁemogm“ he whN not fdmil hf_n
w s, course, a trifie, but there
is nothing so important u%# Ht us |
now see the letter. Ha! there has been an
inclosure here!"” >

“Yes, there was a ring—his signet ring.”

“And are you sure that this is your hus-
band's hand?" s

““One of his hands.”

llone?ﬂo (T "

“His hand when he wrote hurrledly. It
s very unlike his usual writing, and yet I
know it well.” S y

“ ‘Dearest, do not be frighténéd. All will |
come well. There is a h error which It

uge .
may take some little timie to rectify. Walft
in patlence.—Neville.' Wrltten In peneil

upon the fly-leaf of a book, octavo size, no
water-mark. Hum! Posted today in Graves-
end by a man with a dirty thumb. Ha! And
the flap has been gummed, if I am not very
much In error, by a person who had been
chewing tobacco. And you have no doubt
that it is your husband’s hand, madam?"’

“None. Neville wrote those words.”

“And they were posted today at Graves-
end. Well, Mrs, St. Clair, the clouds light-
en, though I should not venture to say that
the danger is dver.”

“But he pust be alive, Mr. Holmes."

“Unless this is a clever forgery to put
us on the wrong scent. The ring after all
proves nothing. It may have been taken
from him."

“No, no; it is, It is, it s his very own
writing.”

“Very well. It may, however, have.been
wrltf,en on Monday, and only posted to-

‘“That is possible.”

“If so, much may have happensd he-
tween."

“Oh, ¥ou must not diseourage me, r.
Holmes. I know that all is well with him.
There is so keen a sympathy betwesn us
that T should know if evil came upon him.
On the very day that I saw him last he
cut himsslf in the bed room, and yet I, In
the dining room, rushed upstairs instantly
with the ufmost certainty that something
had happened. Do you think that I wounld
respond to such a trifie and yet be lgnor-
ant of hls death?7"

“I have seen too much not to know that
the Impression of a woman may be more
valuable than the conclusion of an analyti-
cal reasoner. And in this letter you rer-
talnly have a very strong plece of evidenro
to corrohorate your view. But if vour hus-
band ls allve, and able to write letters,
why should he remaln away from you?"’

“I cannot imagine. It is unthinkable.”

“And on Monday he made no remarks
before leaving you?"

INoll!

“And you were surprised to see him in
S8wandam lane?’

“Very much so.”

“Was the window open?”

“YQU.”

“Then he might have called to you.”

“He might.”

“He only, as I understand, gave an in-
arti;ulate ery?

a“ es "

“A call for help, you thought?"'

“Yes. He waved his hands.”

“But it might have been a cry of sur-
prise. Astonishment at the unexpected
sight of you might cause him to throw up
his hands?"

“It 18 possihle.”

“And you thought he was pulled back?"

“He disappeared so suddenly.”

“He might have leaped back. You ald
not see any one else in the room?"

“No, but this horrible man confessed to
having been there, and the Lascar was at
the foot of the stairs.”

“Quite so. Your husband, as far as vou
.could see, had his ordinary clothes on?"

“But without his collar or tle. I @is-
tinctly saw his bare throat.”

“Had he ever spoken of Swandam lane?"

“Never.”

“Had he ever shown any slgns of hav-
ing taken oplum?”

“Nevar."

“Thank you, Mrs, St. Clair. Those are
the prineipal points about which I wished
to be absolutely clear. We shall now have
a little supper and then retire, for we
may have a very busy day tomorrow."”

A large and comfortable double-bedded
room had been placed at our disposal, and
I was quickly between the sheets, for I
was weary after my night of adventure.
Sherlock Holmes was a man, however,
who, when he had an unsolved problem
upon his mind, would go for days, and
even for weeks, without rest, turning it
over, rearranging his facts, looking at it
from every polint of view, until he had
either fathomed it or convinced himself
that his data were Insufficlent. It was
soon evident to me that he was now pre-
paring for an all-night sitting. He took
off his coat and walistcoat, put on a large
blue dressing gown, and then wandered
ahout the room, collecting pilows from
his ‘bed and cushions from the sofa and
arm chairs, With these he constructed a
sort of eastern dlvan, upon which he
perched himself cross-legged with an
ounce of shag tobacco and a box of
matches laid out in front of him. In the
dim light of the lamp I saw him sitting
there, an old briar pipe between his lips,
his eyes fixed vacantly upon the corner of
the celling, the blue smoke curling up
from him, silent, motionless, wiih the
light shining upon his strong-set, aqul-
line features. So he sat as I dropped off
to sleep, and so he sat when a sudden
ejaculation caused me to wake up, and I
found the summer sun shining into ths
apartment. The pipe was still between
his lips, the smoke still curled upward,
and the room was full of a dense tobaceo
haze, but nothing remained of the heap of
shag which I had seen upon the previous
night.

“Awake, Watson?"

“Yes.”

“Game for morning drive?"

“Certainly.”

“Then dress. No one Is stirring yet, but
I know where the stable boy sleeps, and we
shall soon have the trap out."” He chuckled
to himself as he spoke, his eyes twinkied
and he seemed a different man to the som-
ber thinker of the previous night.

As I dressed 1 glanced at my watch It
was no wonder that no one was stirring.
It was twenty-five minutes past four. 1
had hardly finished when Holmes returned
with the news that the boy was putting in
the horse,

“T want to test a little theory of mine,”
sald he, pulling on hiz boots, *“I think,
Watson, that you are now standing in the
presence of one of the most absolute fools
in Europe. 1 deserve to be kicked from
here to Charing Cross. But I think I have
the key of the affair now."

“And where is 1t?’ I asked, smiling.

“In the bath room,” he answered. *‘‘Oh,
ves, I am not joking,” he continued, see-
ing my look of incredulity. "I have just
been there, and 1 have taken it out, and [
have got 1t in this Gladstone bag. Come
on, my boy, and we shall see whether It
will not fit the lock."

We made our way down stalrs as guietly
as possible, and out into the bright morning
sunshine. In the road stood our horse and
trap, with the half-clad stable boy waiting
at the head. We both sprang in, and avay
we dashed down the London road. A few
ecountry carts were stirring, besrinq in
vegetables to the metropolis, but the lines
of villas on either side were as silent and
lifeless as some city in a dream.

“It has been in some points a singular
case,” sald Holmes, flicking the horse on
into o gallop. *I confess that I have been
as blind as 2 mole, but it Is better to learn
wisdom late than never to learn it at all.”

In town the earliest risers were just be-
ginning to look sleepily from thelr windows
as we drove through the streets of the Sur-

the Wal Brldge

he asked. *

road we crossed over the river and dashing
up Wellington strest w fo the
r&ht and found omrselves in Bow street.
Sherlock Imes was well known to the
force, and the two constables the
saluted him. Onao!t.mmml'dthe 8
head while the other led us in."” .
“Who is on duty?” asked Folmes.

““The name, you see, i3 in perfectly.black |

-

“Is he quiet?
‘Gh?‘h-'m.m trouble. But he Is a

S s o e O
ma , ve a regu P n
bath, u.‘i if you saw him, you

would agree with me that he needed L
“I should like to see him very much.”
“Would you? That is easily done. Come

this way. You can leave your bag.'
:'No. I think that I'll take it.”

" with a line of doors on each side.

*The third on the right is his,"™ =said the
Inspector. "Here it is!” He quletly shot
back a panel in the upper part of the door
and glanced through,

‘"‘He 1s asleep,” sald he.
him very well."”

We both put our gves to the grating. The
prisoner lay with face toward us In a
very deep sleep, breathing slowly and heav-
fly. He was a middle-sized man, coarsely
“elnd, as becams his cailing, with a eolored
shirt protruding through the rent in his
tattered coat. He was, as the Inspector
had saild, extremely dirty, but the grime
which cover'ed hia face could not conceal its
repulsive ujzliness. A broad wheal from an
old scar rin right across it from eye to
chin, and bty its contraction had turned up
one side of the upper lp, so that three
teeth were exposed in a perpetual snarl
A shock of very bright red halr grew low
over his eyes and fgrehead.

‘““He's a beauty, isn't he?' sald the in-
spector.

“He certalnly needs a wash,” remarked
Holmes. “I had an idea that he might,
and I took the !Uberty of bringing tha tools
with me.” He opened the Gladstona bag
as he spoke and took out, to my astonlsh-
ment, a very large bath sponge,

“*He! he! You are a funny one,” chuckled
the Inspecior.

“Now, II you will have the great good-
ness to open that door very quletly, we will
soon make him cut a much more respectable
nquro."

‘Well, I don't know why not,” sald the
Inspector. *““He doesn’'t look a credit to the
Bow street celis, does he?’ He slipped his
key Into the lock and we ail very quietly en-
tered the cell. The sleeper half turned and
then settled down once more Into a deep
slumbef. Holmes stooped to the water jug,
moistened his sponge and then rubbed f{t
twice vigorously across and down the pris-
oner's face.

‘“Let me introduce you,” he shouted, “to
Mr. Nevllle St. Clair of Lee, in the county
of Kent."

“Never In my life have I seen such a
sight. The man's face peeled off under the
sponge llke the bark from a tree, Gone
was the coarse brown tint! Gone, too, was
the horrid scar which had seamed it acroas
and the twisted llp which had given the
repulsive sneer to the face! A twitch
brought away the tangled red hair, and
there, sitting up in his bed, was a pale,
sad-faced, refined-looking man, Dblack-
haired and smooth-skinned, rubbing his
eyes and staring about him with sleepy be-
wilderment. Then, suddenly reallzing the
exposure, he broke Into a scream and threw
himself down with his face to the pillow.

“Great heavens!" cried the Inspector, “it
is, indeed, the missing man. I know him
from the photograph.”

The prisoner turned with the reckless alr
of a man who abandons himself to his des-
tiny. “Be it s0,” said he. “And pray,
what am I charged with?"*

“With making away with Mr. Neville St.
——. Oh, come, you can't be charged with
that, unless they make a case of attempted
suleide of it,”" said the Inspector, with a
grin. “Well. I have been twenty-seven
years In the force, but this really takes the
cake."”

“If T am Mr. Neville St. Clair, then it is
obvious that no crime has been committed,
and that, therefors, I am illegally de-
tained.”

“Neo crime, but a very great error has
been committed.,” sald Holmes. “You would
have done better to have trusted your
wife,”

“It was not the wife, it was the children,”
groaned the prisoner. *“God help me, I
would not have them ashamed of thelr
father. My God! What an exposure! What
can I do?"

Sherlock Holmes sat down beside him on
the couch and patted him kindly on the
shoulder.

“If you leave it to a court of law to clear
the matter up,” sald he, “of course you
can hardly avold publiclty. On the other
hand, If you convince the police authoritles
that there is no possible case agalnst you,
I do not know that there is any reason
that the detalls should find their way Into
the papers. Inspector Bradstreet would, I
am sure, make notes upon anything which
you might tell us, and submlit it to the prop-
er authorities. The case would then naver
go into court at ajl.'* ]

“God bless you!” cried the prisoner, pas-
slonately. “I would have endured imprison-
ment, aye, even execution, rather than have
left my miserable secret as a family blot
to my children.

“You are the first who have ever heard
my story. My father was a schoolmaster in
Chesterfleld, where I received an excellent
education. I traveled in my youth, took to
the stage, and finally became a reporter on
an evening paper in London. One day my
editor wished to have a serles of articles
upon begging In the metropolis, and I vol-
unteered to supply them. There was the
point from which all my adventures started.
It was only by trying begging as an ama-
teur that I could get the facts upon which
to base my articles. When an actor I had,
of course, learned all the secrets of making
up, and had been famous in the green room
for my skill. I took advantage now of my
attalnments. I painted my face, and to
make myself aa pitiable as possible I made
2 good scar and fixed one side of my lin In
a twist by the ald of a small slip of fiesh-
colored plaster. Then with a red head of
hair, and an appropriate viress, I took my
station in the busiest part of the city, os-
tensibly as a mateh seller, but really as a
beggar. For seven hours I plied my trade,
and wh¥n I returned home in the eveping
I found, to my surprise, that I had re-
celved no less than 26s. 4d.

“I wrote my articles, and thought Jittle
more of the matter until, some time later,
I backed a bill for a friend, and had a writ
served upon me for £25. I was at my
wits' end whers to get the money. but a
sudden idea came to me. I begzed a fort-
night's grace from the editor, asking for a
hollday from my employers, and spent the

“You can see

no

antl” brought us to a whitewashed corridor

time in begging in the city under my dis-

fRulse. In tem days I had the money and bad
= | pald the debt. . ..

““*Well, you can imagine how hard it was
to settle down to arduous work at £2 a

:  week, when I knew that I could earn ns

much in a day by smearing my faco with a
little nt, laying my cap on the ground
and sitting atill. It was a long fight be«
tween my ide and the meoney, but the
dollirs won at last, and 1 threw up report-
ing, and sat day er day in the corner
which T had first chosen, inspiring pity by
my ghastly face, apd filling my pockets
with ra. Ounly one man knew my so-
cref. @ was the keeper of a low den In
which I used to Jodge In Swandam lane,
where 1 could every morning emerge cs a
squalid beggar, and in the evenings trans-
form myself into a well-dressed man about
town. This fellow, a Lascar, was well
pald by me for his rooms, so that I knew
that my secret was safe In hls possession.

“"Well, very soon T Tound that I was sav-
Ing conalderable sums of money. I do not
mean thAt any beggar in the streeta of
London could earn £700 a year—which Is
less than my average takings—but I had ex-
ceptional advantages In my power of muk-
Ing up, and also In a facllity of repariee,
which Improved by.practice, and made me
quite a recognized character in the city.
All day a stream of ‘pennies, varied by sii-
vér, poured in upon me, and It was a very
bad day in which 1 failed o take £2.

“As I grew richer I grew more ambitious,
took a hotise In the country, and eventually
married, without any one having a suspl-
cion as to my real occupation. My dear
wife knew that I had business In the city.
She little knew whalt.

“Last Monday I bad finished for the day,
and was dressing In my room above the
opium den, when I looked out of my win-
dow and saw, to my horror and astonish-

ment, that my wife-was standing fn the
street with her eyes fixed full upon me.
I gave a cry of surprise, threw up my

arma to cover my face, and, rushing to
my confidant, the Lascar, entreated him
to prevent any one from coming up to me.
I heard her volce down stalrs, but I knew
that she could not ascend. Swiftly I threw
off my clothes, pulled on those of a bheg-
gar, and put on my plgments and wig.
Even a wife's eyes could not plerce
complete a disgulse., But then It occurred
to me that there might be a search In the
room, and that the clothes« might betray
me. I threw open the window, reopening
by my wviolence a small cut which I had
infiicted upon myself In the bed room that
morning. Then 1 seized my coat, which
was welghted by the coppers which I had
Just transferred to it from the leather hag
In which I carried my takings. I hurleq 1t
out of the window, and It disappeared Into
the Thames. The other clothes would
have followed, but at that moment there
was a rush of constables up the stalr, and
a few minutes after I found, rather. I
confeas, to my rellef, that Instead of being
identified as Mr. Nevilie St. Clalr, I was
arrested as his murderer.

“I do mot know that there Is anythin
else for me to explain. I was determined
to preserve my disgulse as long as possible,
and hence my- preference for a dirty face.
Knowing that my wife would be terribly
anxious, I slfppé® off my ring and con-
fided It to the Lascar at a moment when
no constable wds' watching me, togethet
with a hurried scrawli, telilng her that she
had no cause 6 fear.”

“That note only reached her yesterday,”
sald Holmes,

“Good God! What a weik she must have
spent!"

““The police have watched this Lascar ™
sald Inspector Bradstreet, “and I can quite
understand.that he might find It difficult to
post a letter -unobserved. Probably he
handed it to some salor customer of his,
who forgot all about It for some days.”

“That was it,”" said Holmes, nodding ap-
provingly; I have no doubt of it. But have
you never been prosecuted for beggin ™

“Many times; but what was a flne to
mn?!!

“It must stop herg, however,” said Brad-
street. “If the police are to hush this
thing up there gust be no more of Hugh
HBoone.,"”

“lI have sworm it by the most solemn
oathsa which & man can take.”

“In that .case<d think that it is probable
that no further steps may be taken.- But
If you are fownd-agaimn, then all must come
out, I am sure, Mr. Holmes, that we are
very much indebted to you for having
cleared the matter up. 1 wish I Kknew
how you reach your results'

“1 reached this one,”” sald my frlend, "“hy
sitting upon five pillows and consuming
an ounce of shag. I think, Watson, that
H we drive to Baker street we shall just
be In time for breakfast.”

= «(The End.)
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“Has Got.”
From the Chieagon Chronicie.

We have recelyed from a valued reader
the following critlcism of the Chronlcle's
grammar: e

“Will you kindly justify the use of “has
got” as grammatical? I ask vou the ques-
tion in good faith, ‘as I have noticed not
a few times recently that you have used
these words In your editorial columne in
the same manner in.whlch they are used
in the editorial inclosed. I have always
considered  the Chronicle an 1deal news-
paper in every respect and its gramrmar
absolutely correct. It is for these reasons
that I ask the question. 3.Q. T

We highly approve of the intelligent
public exercising a sort of censorship
over newspaper grammar and rhetorie
The complaints are not ag numerous as
they should be, for “newspaper English”
has now become something of a reproach.
We do not éven claim that we gurselves
are perfect.in this respect, but the eritl-
cism of Mr. Tucker is strangely Incon-
siderate.

If he had taken the trouble to look into
a single dietionary he would have sesan
at a glance that “"has got” 18 good gram-
mar. Webster, Worcester, Murray and
the Standard and Century dictionaries all
give “got” as the preferable passive par-
ticiple of “get,” with “gotten'” as an al-
lowable form. Webster and Worcester
give “gotten” as obsolescent, and Murray
says: “In England the form ‘gotten’ of
the past participle {2 almost obsolete, be-

tng superseded by ‘got.” In the United
States lterature ‘gotten’ ls still very
common, although Webster gives it as
obsolescent.”

The sentence In which we used the
words objocted to.was this: "“The Jap-

anese war has held the mirro up to Rus-
sia’s face until she has got look at
herself that she can never forget,” FPer-
haps the Chronicle’s eorrespondent means
that “has got,” though grammatical, is
inelegant and that we should have sald
*“has had,” or something of that kind. I
80, we can only say that such a distine-
tion is a matter of taste, about which
there can be no dispute.

. g el i S ‘min ou don't ind cpend that at the first publigs
= L;:g: ‘Nwmhsdthn.ty go p :

Pau; “You bet T won't, mum. Yo' means the ‘Spotted Dog!
d judge, you are. I'm for the 'Green Duck’ further
og’ aln't no cless at all;"—Punch.
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